NINETEEN-FOURTEEN
civil life, others, it was easy to see? had endured the
struggle so often imposed on fighting men? when
once the danger is over and they are forgotten on
their return to civil life. Now5 on this September
afternoon, they stand erect, some with medals,
many without - there never was a time when a
pawnshop would not give a few pence to a starving
stalwart for his 'left breast gongs' - steady and
still-the same outward signs of discipline. They
are of all ages, from perhaps thirty-five to sixty-five,
Those over sixty say they are forty, and if necessary
hide their tell-tale medals. Those who must, lose
their discharge papers, while the only thing that
matters now is to *get there* - as it was in the days
of old. Into this conspiracy against Anno Domini
I enter with glee. I realise that if a youth of sixteen
is justified (as he is) in swearing he is eighteen in
order to serve his country, the veteran of fifty-five
is even more justified in saying he is less in order
to be able to teach his junior. There are some three
hundred non-commissioned veterans for me to
choose from, and as I walk round the ranks my
eyes fall on a familiar face. The body is a little
stouter, but the cheery iron look is just the same.
'Gorriqgl'  I exclaim.  His face lights up.  "Come
with me?'  I ask.
* Anywhere,  sir/  is the only reply?  and not a
muscle moves,
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